THE GNOME

NORMAN had been out in the hills several times to
see if the holly was ripe. He meant to surprise
mother-dear by bringing her the first to be found.
To-day he had gone very far, and so, before turning
back to go home, he sat down to rest against a little
knoll. But when he leaned back he felt a stinging
pain m his side.

" Don't seem to find a place without nettles," he
said to himself.

"Nettles! nettles!" snarled a voice close behind
him, " nettles, indeed ! It's I, Boy, trying to get you
to move out of my light."

" Gracious !" exclaimed Norman rising quickly,
feeling sure he must have been annoying a fairy, " I
didn't know there were fairies in the ground."

isf Fairies !" sneered the creature who had spoken,
and who was a tiny misshapen little man, standing
just inside the hillock against which Norman had
been leaning, " do I look like a fairy ? "

c< No sir," returned Norman, for all the fairies he
had seen were very beautiful, and this little fellow
was most ugly in face andjorm, cc you don't look quite
like a fairy."